Sacred and Profane

There are all the islands, mountains, rivers. What is most Sacred
can be the most wanton; while the Profane can be chaste and
only of the spirit, of the soul and heart, but never of the blood.
Such contradictions are as though in mimicry of the hazards and
chances of the game. It goes by instinct. Its gains may be schemed
and planned in advance, but its disasters, on the other hand, are
unpremeditated. The most mortal wound is that which probes
into the spirit. Nothing can staunch that bleeding, and its capacity
for pain will last until all the other senses are numbed. Those
persons who possess this unfortunate weakness may try all
through their lives to divide the Sacred from the Profane, but
the degree of their descent down from the godhead will only
cause them to suffer in proportion to that decline. They are
doomed, in effect, from the moment of their entry into the myrtle
groves. Nothing can save them. It is the seriousness of their
feeling that throws the shadow of a myrtle bough even into this
mart of glass walls in which we wander. Those leaves tremble
above the window: their shade, even, glitters out of the mirror.

This could be called, in its present contingencies, a deer park,
a place of fawns and does. And every significance attaches to
the name. But, here and now, there is only need to point to the
potentialities of the title. For our purpose is to describe the
setting in terms nearly appropriate to its original meaning. There
is a park paling, a lattice, a rnashrabiya. This is not open to all
prying eyes. They must lift the blind, or look behind the shutter.
Such sunblinds, were we at Naples, could have Vesuvius and
Pulcinella painted on their slats. But we must not foreclose upon
that languorous heat. At present the grass is pale and white.
Fawns and does call to mind ferns and bracken. We hear the clash
of antlers. It is a tournament in which King Oberon tilts with two
trees for lances. The branches lock together into the antlers of
his enemy. Already, these are the courts of love.

We have spoken of the fence which surrounds this park or
pleasure ground, and this is true in spiritual as well as in material
meaning. It has those protections, wilful or natural, that are
equivalent to a code of laws. The object of those laws, as in all
legal practice, is much more complicated than the mere guarding
of the innocent against evildoers. Those who get caught in the
trap are fools or criminals. But the defensive armour, to those
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